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Prairie  Heroes 


In  scattered  homes,  on  prairie  lands  they  dwell ; 
These  children  of  the  West,  and  who  may  tell — 
The  little  deeds  of  valour,  daily  done, — 
The  battles  against  self  so  nobly  won ; 
For  Britain's  sons  are  they,  and  oft  at  mother's 
knee 

They  learn  the  love  of  Mother-land, — and  He 
Who  gave  our  Empire's  greatness,  and  its  beauty, 

Teaches  each  youthful  heart  to  love 

The  sacred  name  of  duty. 


I 


ROSE-CROFT  RANCH 


IT  was  Tuesday  afternoon  in  early 
December,  and  the  rays  of  the 
Western  sun  fell  upon  the  youthful 
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figures  of  two  boys  as  they  stood  on 
the  verandah  of  a  large  but  low  log- 
house,  known  as  Rose-croft  Ranch. 
Harold,  the  elder  of  the  two,  aged 
eleven,  was  a  happy-looking  boy  with 
a  bright  face,  and  eyes  that  told  of  a 
love  of  fun  and  mischief,  which  mingled 
with  his  more  serious  qualities. 

Bobbie,  the  younger,  although  only 
seven,  was  a  sturdy-looking  indepen- 
dent little  fellow — the  pet  of  the 
family.  Marcus,  a  fine  large  wolf- 
hound, stood  looking  up  at  the  boys 
and  wagging  his  tail,  as  if  expecting 
something  good  to  happen. 

It  seemed  hard  to  realize  that  it  was 
December,  for  the  sky  was  clear  and 
blue,  and  the  air  mild  and  sweet — 
only  the  leafless  trees  around  the 
house  told  of  the  near  approach  of 
winter.  The  prairie  dwellers  were 
still  enjoying  what  is  known  as  the 
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"  Indian  Summer/'  and  this  year 
that  delightful  time  had  lasted  longer 
than  usual. 

Rose-croft  Ranch,  as  its  name  in- 
dicates, was  the  home  of  English 
settlers.  The  house  was  prettily- 
situated  on  the  banks  of  Rose  Creek, 
which  watered  the  valley,  with  its 
green  banks  and  tall  trees,  affording 
a  pleasing  contrast  to  the  surrounding 
prairie  lands. 

V  David,  David,  do  you  think  father 
will  be  home  soon  ?  "  Bobbie  called, 
addressing  an  older  brother  within 
the  house,  and  then  running  inside 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  fol- 
lowed by  Harold. 

The  door  from  the  verandah  opened 
directly  into  a  spacious,  homely-looking 
room,  very  simply  furnished,  yet  bright 
and  comfortable.  If  we  could  have 
taken  a  peep  inside  this  picturesque 
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log-house,  we  should  not  have  failed 
to  notice  how  very  large,  for  the  size 
of  the  room,  was  the  plain  deal  dining- 
table,  for  the  rancher  and  his  wife 
were  hospitable,  and  many  lonely 
cow-boys  found  here  a  warm  welcome 
whenever  they  rode  in  from  their 
isolated  homes. 

From  the  adjoining  kitchen  came 
in  a  sweet-faced  woman,  the  boys' 
mother,  Mrs.  Ray  nor.  She  was  busily 
engaged  in  spreading  the  table  for 
the  evening  meal.  On  a  low  chair 
by  the  window  was  seated  David, 
evidently  reading,  but  every  now  and 
then  he  glanced  out  of  the  window 
towards  the  steep  trail  leading  from 
the  ranch  to  the  prairie.  David  was 
a  tall,  thoughtful-looking  boy  of  twelve 
and  a  half,  who  looked  somewhat 
older  than  his  years.  Harold  had 
returned  to  the  model  engine  he  had 
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been  playing  with — a  present  from  an 
English  cousin,  and  Bobbie  was  trying 
hard  to  fix  his  thoughts  on  a  jig-saw 
puzzle,  but  it  was  easy  to  see  that 
the  younger  boys  were  restless  and 
excited. 

"  Dora,  Dora,  do  come  and  look," 
called  Bobbie.  "  I  have  got  it  right 
at  last." 

A  girl  of  fourteen,  with  a  very 
gentle  face,  and  long  brown  hair,  came 
in  answer  to  Bobbie's  request,  and  in 
a  soft  voice,  so  like  that  of  her  mother, 
she  gave  the  looked-for  word  of  en- 
couragement to  her  little  brother. 

"  Dora,  do  you  think  father  will 
come  soon  ?  "  asked  Bobbie  in  an 
eager  tone. 

"  Yes,  Bobbie,  I  feel  sure  he  won't 
be  long  now,"  answered  Dora. 

And  now  that  you  have  been  in- 
troduced to  the  family  at  Rose-croft 
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Ranch,  we  will  discover  the  reason 
for  all  this  eagerness  on  the  part  of 
Harold  and  Bobbie,  and  proceed  with 
our  story. 

II 

HOME  SWEET  HOME 

Mr.  Raynor,  in  addition  to  his  work 
as  a  rancher,  acted  as  mail-carrier  for 
a  widely-scattered  district,  as  there 
were  no  ordinary  postmen  in  this 
part  of  the  country.  He  had  gone 
to  the  little  town  of  Glenton,  forty- 
five  miles  south  of  his  home,  and 
would  be  returning  with  the  English 
mails — carrying  to  the  lonely  settlers 
ever-welcome  news  of  dear  ones  far 
away  in  the  "  Home-land". 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Raynor  were  them- 
selves English  people,  from  lovely 
Devon,  who,  some  sixteen  years  before 
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our  story  opens,  had  taken  up  their 
abode  in  this  western  ranching  country. 

Books  and  toys  were  not  plentiful 
at  the  Rose-croft  Ranch,  hence  the 
prospect  of  picture  papers  for  Harold 
and  Bobbie,  and  magazines  and  letters 
for  the  older  ones,  caused  a  great  deal 
of  pleasure  and  excitement  in  the 
quiet  little  household.  Sometimes 
there  was  a  box  of  chocolates,  or 
some  attractive  toys,  sent  by  their 
English  aunts  and  uncles. 

The  excited  barking  of  Marcus 
caused  another  rush  to  the  verandah, 
and  a  shout  from  Bobbie,  "  Oh,  look, 
father's  coming,"  brought  Dora  and 
Mrs.  Raynor  to  the  door. 

Coming  down  the  hill  in  front  of 
the  house  could  be  seen  two  sturdy 
ponies,  drawing  a  light  four-wheeled 
vehicle,  known  as  a  buggy.  In  it  was 
seated  a  man,  with  bronzed,  rather 
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tired  face,  and  kindly  beaming  eyes. 
He  answered  cheerily  the  shouts  of 
welcome  with  which  the  boys  greeted 
him,  and  drew  up  the  steaming  ponies 
in  front  of  the  house.  Willing  young 
hands  then  assisted  in  carrying  in 
the  mail  packages,  while  David  went 
up  to  the  ponies,  giving  each  an 
affectionate  pat  and  word  of  welcome, 
for  they  had  had  a  six-hours'  journey 
across  the  rough  prairie  and  had 
brought  their  father  safely  back  to 
them.  He  then  removed  their  simple 
harness,  with  the  air  of  one  wTell  accus- 
tomed to  the  work,  and  led  them  off 
to  their  comfortable  quarters  a  little 
way  from  the  house. 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Raynor,  after  greet- 
ing her  husband  warmly,  helped  him 
to  take  off  his  warm  great-coat,  while 
little  Bobbie  fetched  daddy's  slippers. 

The  evening  meal  was  ready,  and 
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very  tempting  did  the  nicely  served 
wholesome  food  look,  especially  to 
the  hungry  traveller.  Harold  and 
Bobbie  looked  wistful  and  eager,  and 
ate  their  meal  with  more  hurry  than 
usual,  for  they  found  it  hard  to  wait 
until  father  was  at  liberty  to  open 
their  own  mail. 

After  what  seemed  to  them  a  very 
long  time,  the  happy  moment  came, 
and  none  were  disappointed.  The 
rest  of  the  evening  was  spent  by 
father  and  mother  in  reading  the 
ever-welcome  letters  from  England, 
while  Dora  and  the  boys  enjoyed  to 
the  full  the  magazines  and  picture 
papers,  which  brought  into  their  lives 
so  much  pleasure.  The  happy  evening 
seemed  to  fly,  and  bedtime  came  all 
too  soon. 

The  rest  of  the  week  passed  un- 
eventfully.   Each  day  brought  a  good 
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deal  of  hard  work  for  the  older  members 
of  the  family,  but  with  careful  manage- 
ment, the  evenings  were  reserved  for 
quiet  fireside  pleasures.  As  the  nearest 
school  was  forty-five  miles  away,  what 
teaching  the  children  at  the  ranch 
received  was  given  by  their  father 
and  mother. 

Sunday  on  the  ranch  was  usually  a 
very  quiet  day,  and  this  week  the  day 
slipped  by  pleasantly  enough.  It  was 
fine  and  clear,  with  bright  sunshine, 
but  in  the  afternoon  a  cold  north- 
east wind  sprung  up,  the  sky  became 
cloudy,  and  the  rancher  and  his  family 
knew  that  the  Canadian  winter  had 
at  last  begun. 
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III 

THE  FIRESIDE  TALE 

Every  Sunday  evening  was  devoted 
by  Mr.  Raynor  to  telling  his  children 
stories,  hence  it  was  regarded  by 
them  as  the  happiest  time  in  the 
week.  As  soon  as  the  evening  meal 
was  cleared  away,  Mr.  Raynor  settled 
himself  in  his  big  arm-chair  with 
Bobbie  on  his  knee,  while  Harold  sat 
near  his  father  on  a  large  hassock. 
Marcus  was  allowed  to  join  the  group, 
and  stretched  himself,  with  an  air  of 
contentment,  on  the  skin  rug  in  front 
of  the  heating  stove,  which  shed  a 
ruddy  glow  over  the  faces  of  the  little 
group.  Dora  lighted  the  large  reading 
lamp  on  the  table,  for  she  and  David 
generally  preferred  to  spend  this  time 
of  leisure  in  reading,  though  some- 
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times  David  was  tempted  to  leave  his 
book  to  listen  to  some  specially  in- 
teresting tale. 

"It  is  Harold's  turn  to  choose  the 
Bible  story,"  said  Bobbie. 

Harold,  who  had  already  made  up 
his  mind  what  the  story  should  be, 
promptly  suggested  "  Daniel  in  the 
lions'  den".  This  met  with  Bobbie's 
approval,  for  it  was  a  favourite.  At 
its  conclusion,  Bobbie  was  quite  ready 
to  suggest  the  second  story,  which 
was  usually  not  a  Bible  story.  With- 
out waiting  to  be  asked  he  said  : 

"  Please,  daddy,  tell  us  a  true 
story  about  Indians,  and  be  sure  to 
start  with  '  Once  upon  a  time '." 

Mr.  Raynor  had  a  good  selection  of 
Indian  stories,  which  he  had  heard 
first-hand  from  his  Uncle  Herbert — 
his  father's  youngest  brother.  Uncle 
Herbert  had  been  for  several  years 
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attached  to  the  North- West  Mounted 
Police  Force — that  gallant  band  of 
men  who  had  largely  been  the  means 
of  preserving  law  and  order  in  the 
great  North- West. 

M  Do  come  and  listen,  David," 
called  Harold,  "  for  father  is  going  to 
tell  us  a  tale  about  Uncle  Herbert." 

David  yielded  to  the  persuasion 
and  left  his  book  to  join  the  group 
around  the  fire. 

11  Well,"  began  Mr.  Raynor,  after  a 
moment's  thought,  "  once  upon  a 
time,  when  I  was  but  a  boy  of  thirteen, 
my  Uncle  Herbert  was  at  a  place 
named  Crow  Fort.1  I  remember  how 
excited  I  was  when  he  wrote  home, 
telling  my  father  that  he  was  stationed 
at  Crow  Fort  under  Inspector  Dickens, 

1  The  real  name  of  this  fort  was  Fort  Pite, 
where  Inspector  Dickens  was  stationed  during 
this  rising  of  Indians. 
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who  was,  he  told  us,  the  son  of  the 
great  Dickens  who  had  written  the 
stories  I  revelled  in,  such  as  David 
Copperfield  and  Oliver  Twist.  I  re- 
member, also,  that  my  father  looked 
worried  on  reading  from  my  uncle's 
letter  that  the  Indians  in  those 
parts  were  causing  trouble  and  had 
killed  several  white  people  at  Heron 
Lake,  only  thirty  miles  from  Crow 
Fort. 

"  We  heard  no  more  from  Uncle 
Herbert  for  a  long  time,  and  he  told 
me,  when  on  a  visit  to  my  father, 
what  happened  during  the  weeks  which 
followed.  One  day,  two  of  the  younger 
men  of  the  force,  looking  tired  and 
travel-stained,  rode  into  the  fort  with 
the  alarming  news  that  a  large  band 
of  Indians,  under  their  fierce  chief 
Big-Bear,  were  marching  towards  the 
fort.    My  uncle  was,  at  the  time, 
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taking  a  well-earned  rest  in  his  sleeping 
quarters  after  many  hours  of  scout 
duty,  yet  he  quickly  roused  himself 
on  being  summoned  by  Inspector 
Dickens  to  his  private  room.  The 
Inspector,  he  noted,  looked  pale  and 
haggard,  yet  brave  and  resolute  as 
ever. 

" ( Fm  sorry  to  have  to  disturb 
you,  Raynor/  he  said, 4  but  the  matter 
is  urgent.  The  truth  is,  the  fort  is 
in  danger,  for  Big-Bear  with  a  big 
following  will  be  upon  us  in  a  few 
hours,  and  I  want  you  to  ride  at 
once  to  Fort  Barry  to  ask  for  a  relief 
force.  It  needs  quick  riding  and  a 
brave  heart,  for  the  Indians  in  these 
parts  are  in  a  dangerous  mood,  and 
you  are  likely  to  be  tracked.  I  know 
you  are  just  the  man  I  need,  and  I 
will  ask  White  to  go  with  you/ 

"In  a  very  short  time  the  two 
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men  were  ready  to  start.  Their 
horses  seemed  to  realize  that  there 
was  no  time  for  delay  and  that  they 
must  play  their  part  well.  When 
about  half-way  to  Fort  Barry,  the 
distant  shouts  of  Indians  on  the  war- 
path told  both  horses  and  riders  that 
they  had  been  seen  and  were  pursued. 
The  horses  knew  the  sound,  for  they 
pricked  up  their  ears  and  increased 
their  speed. 

"  The  Indians'  horses  were  fleet 
and  strong,  and  were  fresher  than  my 
uncle's,  and  he  and  Corporal  White 
soon  realized  that  their  pursuers  were 
gaining  on  them,  for  stray  arrows 
showed  them  to  be  within  striking 
distance.  Two  only  of  these  struck 
my  uncle,  but  penetrated  no  further 
than  his  riding  coat. 

"  It  seemed  for  a  time  as  if  the 
Indians  would  overtake  them,  but 
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every  mile  was  bringing  them  nearer 
to  Fort  Barry  and  lessening  their 
danger.  My  uncle's  horse  was  named 
Max,  and  during  many  lonely  rides 
he  had  formed  the  habit  of  talking  to 
Max,  and  the  noble  animal  seemed  to 
understand  much  of  what  he  said. 

"  Uncle  Herbert,  in  this  time  of 
danger,  did  not  depend  upon  his 
spurs,  for  they  would  have  been  use- 
less, as  Max  was  becoming  weary. 
Instead,  my  uncle  whispered  to  him, 
1  Just  go  it  a  bit  faster,  poor  old 
Max,  they  are  coming  after  us/  Max 
responded  to  his  master's  voice  and 
put  forth  all  his  remaining  strength, 
the  other  horse  following  his  example. 

"  They  were  now  getting  within  a 
few  miles  of  the  fort,  so  the  Indians 
gave  up  the  chase,  knowing  that 
their  game  was  lost.  And  so  the 
fort  was  reached  in  safety/' 
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"  What  was  the  name  of  Corporal 
White's  horse  ?  M  asked  Harold. 

'  •  Roi,"  answered  Mr.  Ray  nor. 

"  Poor  Max  and  Roi,"  whispered 
Bobbie,  "  were  they  very  tired  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Bobbie,  both  the  horses  and 
their  riders  were  very  tired — so  tired 
that  they  were  kept  two  whole  days  at 
Fort  Barry  for  a  complete  rest." 

"  And  did  they  send  out  men  to 
catch  Big-Bear  and  the  Indians, 
Daddy  ?  "  continued  Bobbie. 

"  Yes,  my  boy,  within  an  hour 
Captain  Williams  had  sent  out  a 
strong  force  to  relieve  Inspector 
Dickens,  and  Crow  Fort  was  saved. 
And  now,  boys,  it  is  almost  bedtime, 
and  so  I  must  tell  you  more  about 
Uncle  Herbert  another  time." 
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IV 

VISITORS 

On  the  following  morning  the  family 
were  astir  early,  for  there  was  much 
to  be  done  on  the  ranch  during  the 
short  winter's  day.  On  Tuesday,  Mr. 
Raynor  must  again  take  the  long 
drive  into  the  town  ;  this  time  taking 
thither  the  Christmas  mails — carrying 
many  precious  gifts  and  messages 
from  the  scattered  prairie  folk  to 
friends  in  the  "Old  Country".  All 
through  the  past  week  letters  and 
parcels  for  the  mail  had  been  brought 
in  to  Rose-croft  Ranch  from  the  widely 
dispersed  homes  around. 

As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over, 
little  Bobbie  brought  in  daddy's  strong 
riding  boots,  for  Mr.  Raynor  had  said 
that  he  must  ride  out  to  a  distant  part 
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of  his  ranch.  "  I  must  ride  1  Apski ' 
(Indian  for  Whiteface)  this  morning," 
he  told  David,  fl  for  Lucy  and  Spider 
must  rest  to-day,  ready  for  their  long 
trip  to-morrow." 

"  All  right,  father,"  said  David,  as 
he  went  to  saddle  the  young  Indian 
pony. 

A  look  of  anxiety  crossed  Mrs. 
Raynor's  face  as  she  heard  her  hus- 
band's words  to  David,  for  she  knew 
that  Apski  was  unreliable  as  a  saddle 
pony  owing  to  his  uncertain  temper. 
As  she  helped  him  to  put  on  his  sheep- 
skin riding  coat  she  said  :  "  Are  you 
quite  sure,  dear,  that  Apski  can  be 
trusted  to  carry  you  safely  ?  " 

"  Don't  worry,  Mary,"  he  answered  ; 
"  I  shall  be  careful,  and  on  my  guard 
with  her ;  old  Peter  could  not  take  me 
so  far,"  and  with  a  kiss  to  her,  and  a 
wave  to  the  others,  he  was  gone. 
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Apski,  with  her  precious  burden,  was 
off  up  the  valley,  and  would  be 
soon  bounding  eastwards  across  the 
prairie. 

David  had  many  duties  to  perform 
about  the  ranch,  Harold  assisting  him 
in  the  lighter  tasks,  and  so  the  morning 
passed  quickly.  Little  Bobbie  was  so 
often  left  to  his  own  devices  that  he 
easily  amused  himself. 

Dora  and  her  mother  were  busy 
preparing  the  midday  meal,  when 
the  barking  of  Marcus  and  shouts  of 
welcome  from  Bobbie  proclaimed  the 
arrival  of  visitors. 

Going  to  the  door  Mrs.  Raynor  soon 
discovered  the  cause  of  this  excitement, 
for  nearing  the  house  were  two  figures 
in  the  dress  of  cow-boys,  mounted  on 
Indian  ponies.  On  catching  sight  of 
Mrs.  Raynor  they  saluted  her,  and  were 
warmly  greeted  in  return,  and  given 
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the  usual  friendly  welcome  they  re- 
ceived at  Rose-croft  Ranch. 

The  new-comers  were  little  more  than 
boys,  and  it  was  easy  to  observe  from 
their  speech  and  manners  that  they 
had  been  brought  up  in  good  English 
homes.  They  had  ridden  some  twenty 
miles  from  their  ranch  on  the  banks  of 
the  Red-Deer  River,  in  order  to  bring 
in  their  letters  in  time  to  catch  the 
Christmas  mail  for  England.  They 
gladly  shared  with  Mrs.  Raynor  and 
her  family  the  midday  meal,  enter- 
taining them  with  any  bit  of  news 
about  the  doings  of  their  distant 
neighbours.  Then,  after  a  pleasant 
hour's  rest,  they  set  out  for  their  far-off 
home,  their  lonely  lives  cheered  by 
this  glimpse  of  the  rancher's  family, 
leaving  kind  messages  for  Mr.  Raynor, 
who  had  not  yet  returned  home. 
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V 

THE  ACCIDENT 

As  the  afternoon  began  to  close  in 
Mrs.  Raynor  became,  in  spite  of  her- 
self, very  anxious  about  her  husband's 
safety.  She  kept  a  brave  heart,  how- 
ever, and  did  not  give  way  to  her 
fears,  and  when  Marcus  announced, 
in  his  noisy  dog's  way,  the  approach 
of  Apski,  she  chided  herself  for  her 
foolish  forebodings.  David,  who  ran 
out  as  usual  to  assist  his  father,  soon 
saw  that  something  was  amiss  with 
him,  for  instead  of  the  cheery,  "  Well, 
Davey,"  in  answer  to  the  boy's  greet- 
ing, a  slight  groan  escaped  his  lips. 
David  saw  with  dismay  that  his  father 
was  hurt,  and  unable  without  help  to 
leave  his  saddle.  Mrs.  Raynor  and 
Harold  were  on  the  spot  now,  and 
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tenderly  they  helped  the  injured  man 
into  the  house.  He  seemed  faint  and 
weary,  and  Mrs.  Raynor  noticed  that 
his  right  arm  hung  limply  in  his  sleeve, 
and  that  something  was  sadly  wrong 
with  one  ankle.  What  further  in- 
juries, if  any,  he  had  sustained,  it  was 
impossible  to  say. 

The  story  of  the  mishap  was  soon 
told.  As  Mr.  Raynor  was  nearing 
home,  Apski  took  fright  at  the  gaunt 
figure  of  a  solitary  coyote  (prairie 
wolf),  which  in  the  uncertain  light 
appeared  terrifying.  She  bounded  off 
at  full  speed,  but  caught  her  foot  in 
one  of  the  many  badger  holes,  which 
in  a  saner  mood  she  would  have 
avoided.  Her  rider  was  thrown  off 
her  back,  and  when  the  reins  fell  to 
the  ground  Apski,  after  the  manner  of 
a  cow-boy  pony,  came  to  a  standstill. 

All  that  could  be  done  to  aid  and 
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restore  Mr.  Raynor  was  done  by 
loving  hands,  but  the  question  arose 
in  the  minds  of  both  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Raynor,  which  must  have  a  speedy 
answer — the  doctor  must  be  sent  for, 
who  could  go  ?  and  who  could  carry 
the  mails  next  day  into  Glenton  ? 
It  was  in  Glenton  that  good  Dr.  Ross 
resided,  and  from  there  he  travelled 
far  and  wide  to  minister  to  such  as 
needed  him,  in  the  widely  scattered 
homes  of  the  settlers. 

Mrs.  Raynor  and  her  husband  looked 
at  each  other  in  mute  inquiry,  and 
only  one  possible  name  sprung  to  their 
lips — "  David  " — could  David  go  ? 
was  it  possible  ?  The  journey  was 
long  and  lonely,  and  the  danger,  to 
one  so  young,  of  losing  the  trail  on  the 
wide  tract  of  prairie  was  great. 

"  The  boy  has  strength  and  spirit, 
and  has  so  often  been  to  Glenton 
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with  me,  that  he  knows  the  way 
almost  as  well  as  I  do,"  said  Mr. 
Raynor,  in  answer  to  his  wife's  un- 
spoken fears. 

But  David  did  not  wait  to  be  asked 
to  do  what  he  knew  and  felt  was  his 
duty ;  and  his  mother  was  not  sur- 
prised, on  returning  to  the  sitting- 
room,  to  hear  him  say : 

"  Mother  dear,  don't  worry,  for  I 
will  take  the  mails  and  fetch  the 
doctor  from  Glenton,  and  Harold  is 
determined  to  go  with  me." 

She  smiled  and  answered :  "  You 
are  my  brave  boys,  and  I  and  your 
father  are  proud  of  you." 

VI 

YOUNG  TRAVELLERS 

David  and  Harold  arose  early  next 
morning  and  were  soon  busy  feeding 
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the  ponies,  and  making  preparations 
for  their  long  journey.  The  air  was 
cold,  and  the  sky  cloudy,  while  a 
sharp  wind  was  blowing  from  the 
north-east,  telling  the  prairie  dwellers 
that  winter  was  upon  them.  Dora 
packed  sandwiches  for  her  brothers' 
lunch,  for  she  knew  that  several  hours 
must  elapse  before  the  boys  could 
reach  Glenton,  where  the  kindly  wife 
of  the  postmaster  would,  she  knew, 
give  them  a  hearty  meal  and  a  warm 
welcome. 

By  nine  o'clock  they  were  ready  to 
start.  Lucy  and  Spider  sniffed  the 
keen  morning  air,  and  were  anxious 
to  be  off,  while  Marcus  begged  in  vain 
to  be  allowed  to  go  with  them,  tugging 
hard  at  his  chain.  Mrs.  Raynor  fol- 
lowed with  an  anxious  glance  the 
buggy  with  its  youthful  occupants, 
as  it  ascended  the  slope  in  front  of 
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the  house,  until  it  reached  the  open 
prairie  and  was  lost  to  view.  She 
then  returned  to  the  house,  breathing  a 
silent  prayer  that  the  loving  Heavenly 
Father  would  watch  over  her  boys, 
and  bring  them  safely  back  to  her. 

All  her  skill  and  thoughtful  care 
were  needed  in  tending  her  husband 
until  he  could  have  the  more  skilful 
attention  of  a  doctor. 

Meanwhile,  the  little  travellers  had 
reached  the  open  prairie,  but  David 
did  not  find  driving  an  easy  matter, 
for  the  wind  was  almost  a  gale,  and 
there  was  nothing  to  check  its  fury  as 
it  swept  across  the  rolling  plains.  In 
spite  of  the  warm  gloves  and  felt 
boots  worn  by  the  boys,  their  hands 
and  feet  were  cold,  but  no  word  of 
complaint  passed  their  lips,  for  since 
early  childhood  they  had  been  taught 
to  think  lightly  of  personal  discom- 


PRAIRIE  HEROES  35 

forts,  which  many  children  might 
have  considered  hardships.  Lucy  and 
Spider  were  strong  hardy  ponies,  and 
needed  no  urging,  so  that  by  midday 
the  boys  knew  that  they  had  accom- 
plished almost  half  the  journey. 

Harold,  in  an  eager  voice,  broke  a 
long  silence  by  saying,  ''See,  David, 
we  are  nearing  Battle  Hill,  I  can  see 
the  Circle  Post  Box."  Mr.  Ellson, 
the  English  clergyman  who  held 
monthly  services  in  the  little  log 
church  on  Rose  Creek,  had  often  told 
them  stirring  tales  of  the  battle  once 
fought  here,  for  he  had  spent  several 
years  amongst  the  Indians  who  lived 
in  this  part  of  the  country.  Yes, 
there  was  the  post-box,  a  solitary 
object  on  the  side  of  the  trail — just  a 
box  firmly  attached  to  a  strong  post 
driven  into  the  ground.  There  was 
something  pathetic  about  this  isolated 
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landmark,  for  it  spoke  of  those  who 
lived  in  lonely  places,  out  of  reach  of 
their  neighbours — this  post-box  being 
one  of  the  very  few  links  which  con- 
nected them  with  their  fellows. 

David  reined  in  the  ponies,  while 
Harold  dismounted,  passed  the  pre- 
cious packages  to  his  brother,  and 
then  jumped  up  beside  him. 

"  I  am  really  beginning  to  feel 
rather  hungry  David;  do  you  think 
we  might  have  one  of  Dora's  sand- 
wiches ?  " 

"  Yes,  Harold,  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad 
idea  to  sample  them,  if  you  can  manage 
to  get  at  the  package,"  agreed  David. 

The  wind  was  by  this  time  little 
less  than  a  blizzard,  and  it  was  all 
Harold  could  do  to  open  the  little 
basket  with  his  small  cold  hands  and 
take  out  a  sandwich  for  each  of  them. 
David  saw  that  the  ponies  could  not 
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be  induced  to  stand  still  in  such  a 
storm,  and  so  the  idea  of  continuing 
their  picnic  meal  had  to  be  put  aside, 
and  they  must  do  the  rest  of  their 
long  journey  without  food.  So,  with 
a  cheery  word  from  David,  off  the 
ponies  started  once  more,  and  did  not 
slacken  their  pace  until  they  came  to 
a  deep  ravine,  at  the  bottom  of  which 
was  a  stream  known  as  Silver  Creek. 

During  the  summer  this  stream 
almost  dried  up,  but  in  the  winter 
months  it  often  became  quite  a  torrent. 
David  knew  the  place  well,  and  was 
aware  that  his  father  rather  dreaded 
it,  partly  on  account  of  the  muddy 
nature  of  the  banks  and  bed  of  the 
creek,  and  partly  because  the  trail  on 
the  side  nearest  Glenton  was  not  easy 
to  discover.  The  boy,  however,  sum- 
moning all  his  skill  and  courage, 
carefully  steered  the  ponies  down  the 
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rocky  banks  of  the  creek.  They 
splashed  noisily  across,  and  then 
mounted  the  opposite  bank  in  safety. 

VII 

LOST  ON  THE  PRAIRIE 

But  where  was  the  trail  ?  David 
and  Harold  strained  their  eyes  to 
find  it,  and  David  directed  the  ponies 
to  what  he  thought  was  the  right 
track.  After  awhile  he  noticed  that 
the  animals  had  slackened  their  speed, 
and  seemed  a  trifle  uneasy,  but  he 
thought  that  perhaps  this  was  owing 
to  the  storm.  The  sky  was  cloudy, 
and,  although  it  was  only  two  o'clock, 
the  light  was  far  from  good.  Could 
this  very  faint  track  they  were  follow- 
ing be  the  right  trail  ?  A  tiny  fear 
arose  in  David's  heart.  He  hardly 
dare  breathe  the  word,  for  young  as 
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he  was  he  knew  something  of  the 
terrible  meaning  conveyed  by  the 
words — lost  on  the  prairie. 

Harold,  who  noticed  how  quiet  his 
brother  was,  startled  him  by  saying, 
"  Are  you  troubled  about  something, 
David  ?  " 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,  Harold,"  came 
the  answer,  "  but  I  am  half  afraid 
that  we  have  missed  the  trail." 

During  the  last  hour  the  wind  had 
dropped  so  much  that  the  boys  could 
now  easily  hear  each  other  speak,  and 
there  were  signs  that  the  storm  was 
abating.  Harold  was  a  manly  little 
fellow,  and  felt  that  to  cry  would  have 
been  unworthy  of  his  years.  He  was 
silent  for  a  minute,  and  then  said 
rather  timidly  : 

"  David,  do  you  remember  what  Mr. 
Ellson  told  us,  the  last  time  he  came 
to  our  little  church  ?  "    Without  wait- 
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ing  for  his  brother  to  reply  he  con- 
tinued :  "He  told  us  that  God  is 
always  ready  to  guide  us  and  help  us 
in  all  our  difficulties." 

"Yes,  Harold,  I  know,"  David 
responded,  u  and  Fm  sure  He  will 
help  us  now." 

The  boys  had  imbibed  their  mother's 
simple  and  practical  faith  in  God,  and 
while  poor  David  was  occupied  in 
handling  the  ponies  and  wondering 
what  to  do  next,  Harold  was  silently 
repeating  the  only  form  of  prayer  he 
knew — "  Our  Father,  which  art  in 
Heaven." 

VIII 

DELIVER  US  FROM  EVIL 

The  storm  was  over  and  the  sky 
had  cleared  wonderfully,  but  the  short 
winter's  afternoon  was  fast  merging 
into  evening,  and  darkness  would  very 
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soon  be  upon  them.  Lucy  and  Spider 
were  plodding  along  wearily  and  un- 
certainly when  David,  who  had  all 
the  time  been  keeping  an  anxious  look- 
out, spied  a  well-worn  trail  running  at 
right-angles  to  the  direction  in  which 
they  were  travelling.  He  brought  the 
ponies  to  a  standstill,  and  the  boys 
gazed  around  helplessly.  Which  way 
should  they  go  ?  Only  the  distant 
cries  of  wild  fowl  and  coyotes  (prairie 
wolves)  could  be  heard.  Then  their 
quick  ears  caught  another  sound — 
surely  a  human  voice,  a  rather  weird 
sing-song  voice,  and  it  was  coming 
nearer,  for  each  moment  the  notes 
sounded  clearer.  The  tune  sounded 
familiar  to  the  boys,  but  the  accom- 
panying words  were  strange,  for  the 
singer  was  evidently  an  Indian — one 
of  the  Blackfeet  who  lived  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Glenton. 
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Mrs.  Raynor  had  often  sung  the 
hymn  to  the  words  they  knew  well: 
"  Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  even- 
tide ;  the  darkness  deepens,  Lord  with 
me  abide/' 

But  who  was  this  Indian  who  was 
so  quickly  approaching  from  the  West  ? 
He  slackened  his  pace  as  he  neared  the 
boys,  brought  his  pony  to  a  standstill, 
and  to  their  surprise  accosted  them 
in  English.  His  noble  Indian  face, 
framed  by  his  long  dark  plaits  of  hair, 
wore  a  kindly  expression,  and  his  voice 
and  manner  were  so  reassuring  that 
David  and  Harold  knew  at  once  they 
had  found  a  friend — one  Divinely  sent 
to  guide  them  on  the  tractless  prairie. 
They  explained  to  the  Indian  that 
they  had  missed  the  trail  to  Glenton, 
and  were  delighted  to  find  that  their 
deliverer  was  the  native  Indian  cate- 
chist,  Paul  Pukapinni,  who  was  re- 
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turning  to  the  Indian  encampment,  a 
little  to  the  south  of  the  town.  Paul 
explained  to  the  boys  that  they  had 
wandered  a  mile  or  two  west  of  the 
Glenton  trail.  On  continuing  east- 
wards along  the  cross  trail  on  which 
the  Indian  had  come,  they  soon  re- 
gained the  right  trail.  All  their  fears 
were  now  at  an  end,  and  as  Paul  rode 
beside  them  into  the  little  town  they 
were  happy  in  spite  of  cold  and  hunger. 

The  brief  twilight  had  almost  faded 
when  the  boys  and  their  guide  rode 
down  the  main  street  of  the  town  and 
drew  up  in  front  of  the  post  office. 
The  arrival  of  such  youthful  mail- 
carriers  aroused  a  little  flutter  of 
excitement  and  pity  in  the  hearts  of 
the  rough-looking,  but  kind-hearted 
men,  who  were  congregated  near  the 
little  building.  Willing  hands  assisted 
the  boys,  removed  their  packages, 
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and  took  the  tired  ponies  to  the  livery 
stables  close  at  hand.  David  and 
Harold  Raynor  were  well-known  to 
Mrs.  Randall,  the  post-master's  wife, 
and  she  gladly  welcomed  the  two 
weary  young  travellers,  who,  after  a 
hearty  meal,  felt  warmed  and  refreshed. 
A  message  was  sent  to  Dr.  Ross,  telling 
him  of  Mr.  Raynor's  accident,  and  it 
was  arranged  that  he  should  accom- 
pany the  boys  on  their  journey  home 
the  following  morning. 

IX 

HOME  AGAIN 

After  a  good  night's  rest,  and  a  nice 
hot  breakfast,  the  little  party  set  out 
for  Rose-croft  Ranch,  the  kind-hearted 
doctor  relieving  David  of  the  task  of 
driving  the  ponies,  fastening  his  own 
saddle  pony  behind   the   buggy  in 
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readiness    for    his    return  journey. 

During  the  boys'  absence  Mrs.  Ray- 
nor's  heart  and  hands  had  been  very 
full,  for  her  husband  had  needed  all 
her  care  and  thought,  while  her  anxiety 
about  the  boys'  safety  during  their 
stormy  journey  had  added  to  her 
burden. 

Dora  had  bravely  undertaken  many 
duties  on  the  ranch  which  were  usually 
performed  by  her  father  and  David. 

On  Wednesday  afternoon  little 
Bobbie  kept  an  almost  constant  look- 
out for  his  brothers'  return,  long  before 
they  could  possibly  be  expected  home. 

The  weather  was  favourable,  and 
there  was  very  little  wind,  so  that 
Mrs.  Ray  nor  was  not  surprised  when, 
shortly  after  three  o'clock,  a  shout  from 
Bobbie  and  the  joyful  barking  of 
Marcus  announced  the  fact  that  Lucy 
and  Spider  were  in  sight. 
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No  words  can  describe  the  joy  that 
filled  Mrs.  Raynor's  heart  as  she 
greeted  her  boys  with  words  of  wel- 
come and  approval.  David  and 
Harold,  who  had  rather  enjoyed  their 
adventure  with  its  element  of  danger, 
were  happy  in  the  knowledge  that  they 
had  been  of  real  service  to  the  father 
and  mother  whom  they  loved  so  well. 

Mr.  Raynor's  recovery  was  some- 
what slow,  as  his  right  arm  had  been 
badly  fractured,  and  one  ankle  dis- 
located. During  the  weeks  which  fol- 
lowed, Dora,  David  and  Harold  were 
kept  fully  occupied,  and  proved  a  real 
help  to  their  mother. 

We  must  leave  them  now  in  their 
far-off  Western  home — these  children 
of  the  British  Empire — that  Empire 
which  owes  its  greatness  to  those  who 
have  ever  listened  to,  and  obeyed,  the 
sacred  call  of  duty. 


